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We knew that on these catechism days the least shock was enough
to set a spark to that inflammable temperament with which Heaven
had seen fit to endow Madame Brigitte.

"We must go over to Baluzac at once!" cried Michele, as soon as
I had come to the end of the letter; "and I'm not dressed yet"

My stepmother's voice broke in on a high note:

"Am I to understand that you are proposing to go over to Baluzac
this morning?'*

"Of course I am!"

"I forbid it!"

"Why shouldn't I go this morning?"

"You'll go neither this morning nor this afternoon!" snapped
Madame Brigitte, white with anger.

We looked at one another dumbfounded. Strained though her
relations with my sister were, she had always, till now, avoided
an open breach.

"What's the matter with you?" replied Mich&le, stung to in-
solence. "There's no reason why I should wait until to-morrow."

"Nor to-morrow either. You're never going to Baluzac again!"
said my stepmother. "And don't look as though you'd no idea
what I mean, you little hypocrite!"

My father glanced up nervously from his newspaper.

"Brigitte, dear, what are you in such a state about?"

"I ought to have asserted myself sooner" (her voice had become
solemn).

Michele asked of what it was she was being accused.
"I am accusing you of nothing. I never believe evil of anyone
until I see it with my own eyes."

My father got up. He was wearing an old brown dressing-gown.
A few tufts of grey hair showed through the unbuttoned collar of
his shirt.

"All the same, you seem . .."
She fixed upon her husband a look of angelic patience.
"It hurts me to hurt you: but it is necessary that you should know
the truth. I am told that she is in the habit of meeting young Mirbd
behind Du Buch's mill"